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Remember  the  CCC? 


Some  observations  on  the  depression  - born  agency 
and  the  prospect  of  a modern  counterpart 


By  ERNEST  F.  SWIFT 

Executive  Director,  National  Wildlife  Federation 
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Sweet  violets,  stveeter  than  all  the  roses. 
Covered  all  over  from  head  to  foot 
Covered  all  over  with  . . . Street  Violets. 


With  this  song  on  their  lips  over  3,000,000 
>"ouths  of  America  invaded  the  forests,  the 
swamps,  the  mountains,  the  hinterlands  and 
made  conservation  history*.  Officially  it  was 
Public  Law  No.  5,  of  the  73rd  Congress,  ap- 
proved March  31,  1933:  “An  Act  ...  to  pro- 
vide for  the  restoration  of  the  country’s  de- 
pleted natural  resources,  among  other  useful 
work,  through  the  agency  of  those  unemployed, 
regardless  of  race,  color  or  creed.”  With  these 
prophetic  words,  the  Civilian  Conservation 
Corps  was  born. 

In  great  part  the  CCC  camps  were  a social 
experiment  and  morale  builder  to  overcome 
the  nation’s  fear  of  fear.  Millions  of  idle  and 
bewildered  boys  from  Brooklyn  to  Podunk 
were  put  to  work.  Their  jobs  had  a two-edged 
purpose:  to  build  confidence  and  character, 
and  bring  financial  aid  to  their  distressed 
families. 

From  the  beginning  the  watchword  was 
action.  Camps  were  scheduled  to  the  federal 
services,  the  U.  S.  Forest  Service,  Bureau  of 
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Reclamation,  Bureau  of  Land  Management, 
Indian  Service,  National  Parks,  for  the  wildlife 
refuges  and  soil  conservation;  almost  simul- 
taneously camps  were  allocated  to  the  states 
for  various  conservation  projects.  The  Lnited 
States  Army  was  drafted  to  furnish  organiza- 
tional leadership  for  the  far-flung  venture  and 
to  supply  equipment  for  immediate  action. 

It  was  truly  an  amazing  spectacle,  this  con- 
servation on  the  march;  amazing  in  the 
rapidity  of  execution  as  a peace-time  effort. 
Boys  flocked  to  county  seats  and  city  halls 
to  enroll,  from  neat  city  homes  and  from  the 
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slums,  from  villages  and  farms,  and  from  the 
baekwoofis.  And  the  psyehology  of  <letermined 
aetion  brought  new  hope  and  life  to  nearly 
every  eorner  of  the  land. 

The  exeeution  bewildered  a p(H)ple  who  were 
becoming  dangerously  stoic  to  their  economic 
situation.  The  even  tenure  of  the  country 
village  would  he  startled  of  an  early  morn- 
ing to  find  that  a long  train  had  been  shoved 
onto  a siding  (hiring  the  night  and  with  shouts 
and  orders  was  erupting  men  and  trucks  and 
tents  and  food  and  field  kitchens;  or  it  could 
be  a lone  siding  in  the  woods,  in  the  moun- 
tains, on  the  desert  or  an  Indian  reservation. 
After  a protracted  period  of  confusion,  hard- 
boiled  sergeants  would  corral  their  charges  in 
trucks — a inoh  they  scornfully  called  them — - 
and  the  noisy  cavalcade  would  start  for  its 
camp  site.  By  night  there  would  he  a tent 
city,  a CCC  camp  would  have  come  into  exist- 
ence. 

The  entire  proposition  took  a great  deal  of 
shaking  down  with  many  fantastic  aspects. 
Some  hoys  were  misfits  from  the  start  and 
hard  to  handle,  some  quit,  others  were  dis- 


charged. Some  Army  officers  were  out  of  their 
element  and  had  to  he  shifted;  others  had 
no  concept  of  the  multitude  of  field  jobs  to 
he  done  and  looked  upon  their  wards  as  the 
largest  group  of  dog  robbers  they  had  ever 
been  blessed  with. 

But  the  jobs  were  begun.  Boys  in  blue 
fatigues  and  faded  cloth  hats  hiked  out  with 
axes,  shovels  and  picks  to  their  assignments; 
hoys  who  had  never  had  a tool  in  their  hands, 
who  had  never  slept  away  from  home.  Fuzzy 
cheeked  kids,  some  already  homesick,  getting 
the  wrinkles  out  of  their  bellies  for  the  first 
time  in  months  with  camp  grub,  and  learning 
to  swagger  in  the  fierce  joy  of  coming  man- 
hood. 


No  listing  could  ever  he  made  of  the  end- 
less variety  of  projects  and  experiments  con- 
ducted under  the  auspices  of  the  CCC  pro- 
gram. There  were  camps  in  every  state  of  the 
Union,  in  Hawaii,  the  Virgin  Islands  and 
Alaska.  Three  million  hoys,  working  and  sweat- 
ing and  playing;  in  the  heat  of  the  desert  and 
the  arctic  cold  of  the  Great  Lakes  region  and 
the  western  mountains;  in  New  England  and 
the  Gulf  Coast;  breathing  pure,  fresh  air  of 
a great  America. 

1 here  were  camps  on  the  plains  doing  range 
rehabilitation  work,  improving  wells  and 
springs,  building  corrals  and  fences,  Ituilding 
stock  trails  and  roads,  killing  rodents.  There 
were  camps  in  the  Oregon  and  Washington 
railroad  grant  lands,  building  fire  trails  and 
timlier  access  roads;  there  were  hoys  repairing 
irrigation  ditches  and  water  flumes;  others 
were  given  the  job  of  controlling  the  coal  bed 
fires  in  the  Little  1 bunder  Basin  in  Wyoming. 

d here  were  SCS  camps  doing  contour  work 
and  helping  farmers  save  the  precious  soil  in 
the  driftless  area  of  Wisconsin  and  Minnesota; 
there  were  camps  improving  state  parks  from 
New  York  to  California;  and  there  were  hoys 
in  side-camps — that  boon  to  conservation — 
gathering  fish  spawn,  building  hatcheries  and 
improving  trout  streams.  Some  youths  suddenly 
became  steel  men  and  erected  fire  towers; 
others  tried  their  hand  at  being  stone  masons 
and  bricklayers  and  built  ranger  stations;  and 
the  backwoodsmen,  with  pride  in  their  axe 
work,  put  up  rustic  log  cabins  and  shelter 
houses  for  recreational  use. 

While  there  were  young  men  mixing  concrete 
for  dams  on  wildlife  refuges,  others  built  fire 
trails  or  cut  down  snags  to  eliminate  fire 
hazards;  and  occasionally  took  a five  to  pick 
off  the  woodticks.  There  were  hoys  developing 
muscle  and  grit  and  getting  sunburned  and 
fighting  mosquitoes  in  the  Carolina  and  Florida 
swamps,  in  the  Blue  Ridge  and  the  Great 
Smokies,  on  L.  U.  lands,  in  the  Yellowstone 
and  Yoseniite;  and  any  place  there  was  a stick 
of  timber  they  were  fighting  the  common 
enemy,  forest  fires.  By  the  sweat  of  their  col- 
lective brows  these  future  voters  proved  be- 
yond a reasonal)le  doubt  that  forest  fires  could 
he  controlled,  could  he  stopped  in  their  tracks. 

The  CCC  camps  were  also  a testing  ground 
for  leadership.  It  was  the  job  of  the  men  in 
the  federal  and  state  agencies  who  directed  the 
camps  to  plan  productive  programs,  and  many 
of  them  had  to  think  bigger  than  was  ever 
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required  of  them  before.  Many  of  them  had 
never  carried  out  work  programs  on  the  land 
in  such  broad,  expansive  terms.  Too  many  had 
never  really  been  tried  and  tested,  and  as  a 
result  they  failed  and  were  replaced  by  younger 
men  of  courage  and  imagination.  Many  a 
youngster  who  commenced  as  a camp  foreman 
later  rose  to  state  and  national  prominence  in 
the  field  of  conservation. 

The  Civilian  Conservation  Corps  lit  a beacon 
throughout  the  nation  that  is  still  burning. 
Some  day  it  may  be  considered  some  sort  of 
conservation  milestone.  The  effort  proved  l)e- 
yond  doubt  that  conservation,  with  its  endless 
ramifications,  coidd  lie  translated  from  aca- 
demic theory  to  an  action  program,  and  that 


actual  work  on  the  land  was  the  only  true 
test  of  it. 

Jn  January  of  this  year  a hill  was  introduced 
in  tlie  U.  S.  Senate  “to  study  the  use  of  con- 
servation programs  to  provide  healthful  out- 
door training  for  young  men  and  to  estal)lish 
a pilot  Youth  Conservation  Corps.”  The  pur- 
pose of  the  proposed  legislation  is  twofold : 
(1)  A study  to  determine  advisability  of  re- 
establishing CCC  camps;  (2)  to  estal>lish  a 
pilot  program.  It  also  provides  for  the  estab- 
lishment of  a Commission  within  the  Depart- 
ment of  Health,  Education  and  Welfare  to 
include  representatives  from  the  National 
Parks,  Forest  Service  and  Soil  Conservation 
Service. 


Favorite  Flies 
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^UAL  PURPOSE  STREAMER  ...  IS  FINE  FOR 
EARLV  TROUT  FISHIN&  - AND  IS  AN 
EXCELLENT  bass  LURE 
BEST  RESULTS 
WHEN  FISHED 
DEEP  e FAIRLV 
FAST . . » 


WHITE  POLAR  BEAR  HAIR 
TOPPED  WITH  PALE  BLUE 
^ G-REEN 


BLACK  TVING- 
THREAD . 


SMALL  BUNCH/ 
OF  RED  HACKLE 
FIBERS. 


small  bunch  of 

VELLOW  HACKLE 
FIBERS- 


WIDE  SILVER  TINSEL 
RIBBED  WITH  FINE 
SILVER  TINSEL.. 


HOOK  SIZES  : -4  TO 
3X  LONG-  SHANK 


10 


NOTE  ; 

BLACK  OR  BROWN 
HAIR  CAN  BE  USED 
IN  PLACE  OF  G-REEN. 
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Hats  Off  - To  A Champion 


CORKY  BRUSH  and  some  of  the  trophies  and  medals 
won  in  Fly  and  Bait  Casting  Tournaments. 


Like  the  U.  S.  Mail,  neither  wind,  nor  rain 
nor  snow’  shall  interfere,  the  mail  must  go 
through.  Alike  unto  being  horn  without  the 
right  hand,  this  too  shall  not  prevent  a hoy 
from  becoming  a champion  in  the  art  of  casting. 

Like  the  old  woman  who  continually  com- 
plained because  she  had  no  shoes,  and  who 
suddenly  realized  how’  well  off  she  really  was 
when  she  met  a man  who  had  no  feet.  Here 
then,  is  the  story  of  a hoy  with  only  one  hand 
who  has  not  only  mastered  the  severe  handi- 
cap, but  who  came  through  to  he  a champion. 

Corky  Brush,  1.3  year  old  lad  who  lives  with 
his  parents  in  Aspinwall,  Pennsylvania,  has 


accomplished  an  enviable  record  in  the  field  of 
tournament  bait  and  fly  casting.  He  has  not 
only  gained  prominence  among  the  young 
casters  of  our  day,  hut  among  adult  casters  as 
well.  Many  of  his  triumphs  have  been  in  com- 
petition with  seasoned  adult  casters. 

The  Pittsburgh  Casting  Club,  with  whom 
Corky  started  his  casting  career,  feels  that  he 
will  go  right  to  the  top  and  will  stand  there  as 
a symbol  of  the  youth  of  today.  The  illustra- 
tion accompanying  this  story  is  convincing  evi- 
dence of  his  prowess  and  ability  with  both  bait 
and  fly  casting  tackle. 
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